FOREWORD

I seldom consent to write a foreword, but as
I have known Krishna Hutheesing since she was a
child, I readily conceded her claim for my blessing
on her sheaf of memories.

She undertook this book she tells us to solace
the loneliness of those long anxious months follow-
ing on the black Sunday last August that saw so
many national workers, including almost her en-
tire family, in prison.

With characteristic directness and complete
candour she recounts the tale of her own young life
for she is still quite young. She speaks of her happy
if wayward childhood in a home of wealth and
beauty, of her somewhat difficult and sometimes
rebellious girlhood in surroundings strangely and
unbelievingly altered by the influence of the meek
but oh! how mighty Mahatma, from a background
of rich festivities to a battle camp of austere con-
flict and tremendous sacrifice. She gives us glimpses
of her stay in Switzerland and an ailing sister-in-
law, her travels with her father and brother in
France and England, Germany and Russia, and
mentions some famous people whom she met. She
relates her experience as a Satyagrahi prisoner in
a women's jail, and confides in us the romance of
her unconventional courtship and marriage, her
reactions to new modes of living in new cities and
unfamiliar environments; she presents to us her
two small sons, Harsha and Ajit, for whose sakes
she has been persuaded to refrain from an active
share in the current political movement. Here and
there the leaves are stained with tears of bereave-
ment for father, mother, and others dearly loved.